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world, as an additional masculine prerogative, eack with his
orderly and rationally working skull full of one single thought.
This thought might have been summed up in the words which
the oldest, and certainly the poorest, of all the five, now addressed
to the woman on the seat.
"What be thee doing out o' bed, Mad Bet? "Tahrt Zuminer-
time, 'ee seely wold 'ooman; 'tis cuckoo-time, "s know! Bed be
the pleace for crazy folks. Wurral Hill, of a shiny night, baint
a pleace for thee. Wurral Hill be a pleace for quiet bachelor
men, not for a crazy wold 'ooman like thee!" The speaker was a
tall grey-haired man dressed in clothes that looked as if they did
not belong to him.
'"He's a good one, he is, to talk to the likes of she." expostu-
lated the tall man's recent companion, edging himself as close
as he dared to the newcomers, with evident grateful relief at
their appearance upon the scene.
"Why, Mr. Jones," cried Sam, for the tall man's companion
turned out to be none other than Number Two himself, "what
are you doing out of Hospital? Have they finished your cure?
Are you taking a walk?"
Number Two glanced uneasily at Mr. Barter, whom he recog-
nised with infallible instinct as the official one, the unbending
one, the pillar of society, in this little group.
"I be going back . . . I b,e going back ... I be going back,"
he mumbled. "Doorman be a friend of mine. I be going back."
"What brought you out so far?" enquired Sam.
"Can't sleep o' nights, Mr. Dekker, and that's the truth. If
'tisn't one thing, 'tis another. 'Twere they winds and rains 'afore,
and now 't be this shining moon. I've never knowTed such carry-
ings-on as come to me in thik horse-spital. As I were telling Mr.
Twig, only this morning, there's something going to happen in
this here town 'afore long, or my name's not Bartholomew Jones!
What with ghosties coming out of they Ruings on rainy nights,
and spirits coming out of they Ruings on shiny nights, that
horse-spital aint a place for a quiet tradesman like I be."
"You oughtn't to have climbed up a steep place like this, Mr.
Jones," expostulated Sam.
Number Two came close up to him and whispered in his ear.